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INTRODUCTION 

T ACCEPTED Mr. Bruce’s invitation to write a 
few words of introduction to this interesting 
volume, because I was fortunate enough to occupy for 
some time the post of British Resident in Travan- 
core and Cochin, and have myself, in the pages of 
English reviews and elsewhere, attempted to describe 
the indescribable beauties of the Malabar coast and 
the fascination of life in the only part of the Indian 

Here we see the conditions which prevailed before 
any invader violated the sacred soil of the Peninsula, 
and here linger the relations which existed in those 
days between the two sexes, and between the 
higher and the lower castes, and here we still see 
that faithful dispensation of the gifts of the gods, 
which entitles Travancore to claim to be in very 
truth the land of charity. Indeed the motto of the 
house of the able prince who rules over this, the 
larger of the two native principalities, is ‘Charity 
our household divinity.’ 
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ing sea, and very loudly it does sound, in traots of 
which the population is nearly 2000 to the square 
mile, or you can rise higher to 8000 feet, where often 
thick clouds settle down over grass and forests, 
and shroud the heights m impenetrable gloom, 
where you can bag the wild elephant, the rare and 
magnificent bison, the tiger, and other big game. 


When the clouds lift, you can see revealed long, 
silent valleys, down which flow rivers to fertilise 
fields upon fields of rice before they are lost in the 
Arabian Sea. 

In the forests you come upon big herds of ele¬ 
phants who live happily in the dense recesses of the 
dark wood, rendered negotiable only by paths they 
make for themselves, enjoying their favourite food, 
with a swamp on one side for a hath, and a grassy 
hill on the other for pasture. 

Tree-trunks smothered in moss, and orchids, rho¬ 
dodendrons bearded with lichen, grassy glades, and 
many-coloured flowers, tree ferns, elephant reeds, 
cascades, and rivers, the sight of distant hills, and 
'Valleys low where the mild whispers use 


Such are frequent phenomena of the march in this 


But if every prospect pleases, man, and no less 
women, are by no means vile. In the upper class 
women enjoy an independence unknown in any 
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other part of the world, including the privilege of 
ohoosing and changing their own husbands, a 

rarely divorcing a husband if he turns out at all a 
possible person. Girls of the upper class, from 
fourteen to sixteen, are exceedingly beautiful. They 
possess perfect figures, lithe, slight, and supple, yet 
not wanting in development, and they wear cos¬ 
tumes which modestly veil but heighten the charm 
of the wearer. Bright brown eyes, light brown skin, 
pearly teeth, and vivacious expression, go to make up 
a personality such as a classical painter, like Alma- 
Tadema, would love to paint, clad in flowing 
draperies, and moving over the tessellated pavement 
of pillared halls. 

The Administration of this favoured land is as 
good as the country is beautiful, and, for my part, 
I greatly regret that ministers from without aTe 
inclined to regard reform as synonymous with 
destruction of individuality. The individuality of 
the states of Travaneore and Cochin is a most 
precious possession, which, once lost, will never he 
replaced in any other part of the world, or in India 
itself. Nor is it apparent why people, who are 
happy and lightly taxed, should be reformed 
whether they will or not, while in many respects 
these two states are ahead of British India in 
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The climate of Malabar, at least in its southern 
parts, is one trying for the strongest European 
adults, and impossible for European children. 
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This, too. has always had a peculiar, although a 
less noisy, fame. Rousseau, in a little-known pas¬ 
sage summing up the picturesque impressions of 
India which had reached the Europe of his day, 
speaks of ‘ les Malabars. le Mogul, les nves du 
Gauge' Some of the echoes of its fame have been 
due to its peculiar customs, rightly or wrongly 
understood. In an appendix to one of the earlier 
volumes of his great ‘ History of France,’ now 
seventy-five years old, Michelet casually refers to 
Malabar as * le fays le plus corrompu de VInde* 
When I quoted this passage to Mr. Rees, he wrote 
back: * I don’t agree with Michelet. ’ Ethnologists 
and others interested in the subject, are aware that 
Malabar actually offers some physiological pecu¬ 
liarities in c the female form divine,’ which has 
always flourished there. A universally learned 
German once made the Rabelaisian remark: ‘ By all 
means go to Malabar ; they have excellent dairies 
there.’ A knowledge of German will increase the 
appreciation of this saying. 

Malabar certainly offers a social peculiarity which 
is passing strange, and fascinating as being found 
nowhere else upon this broad earth, unless among 
some South Sea savages or the like. It is a cynical 
saying, even in Europe: ‘ It is a wise child who 
knows his own father.’ In Malabar it is unnecessary, 
or at least unimportant, to know your father: it is 
your mother who counts, for all purposes of inherit¬ 
ance. How beautifully this system of matriarchy 
solves certain problems! Was this the primeval 
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Bystem throughout the world, before the patri¬ 
archal system arose, to decline in its turn ? In 
that ease Malabar is, indeed, a priceless survival 
from the earlier ages. Or have its people invented 
or developed matriarchy on their own ? I leave it 
wholly to the learned to answer these questions. In 

I do not write for those who cannot feel the appeal 
of the vastness and the variety of India. Travan- 
core is, roughly, but one-250th part, in mere area, of 
hat wonderful Empire. In population, it is about 
e-lOOth part of India. But in true interest, 
—‘--ice, and, above all, uniqueness, it is enor- 
e than either of the above proportions 
Its area is about that of Palestine, or 
;han Wales. One cannot wonder that 
invernors of the Madras Presidency 
this gem of their dominions—as the 
runjaD especially delights in Kashmir. Sir Mount- 
stuart Grant Duff described Travancore as ‘ one of 
the fairest and most interesting realms that Asia 
has to show.’ Lord Connemara, the famous, 
amorous Governor of Madras, called Travancore ‘ a 
fairy-land ’ —and indeed, it lias much of that effect. 
Lord Curzon, who can always write (if not govern) 
well, speaks of * its exuberant natural beauties, its 
old-world simplicity, and its Arcadian charm. . . . 
In one respect His Highness enjoys a peculiar 
position and responsibility, for he is the Ruler of a 
community that is stamped by wide racial differ¬ 
ences, and represents a curious motley of religions.’ 







gained your object. 

I am glad to be able to present, with this volume, 
so good a map of Southern India. Eor me, the 



would not let me rest until I had investigated 
them, iThere are things infinitely picturesque and 
romanmc in Travancore, unequalled in the world 
besides. The ruler of that State is, in a special 
sense, the King of the Elephants. His is the chief 
elephant country in India. The elephant is the 
emblem of his House, which is mentioned even in 
the Edicts of Asoka. There is no national coat-of- 
arms quite so expressive as that of Travancore, 
with its two elephants, ramping on either side of 
the conch shell which symbolises the sea. I never 
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ing custom, which is beginning to be resented, all 
his subjects who may be riding or driving on such 
an occasion are expected to alight, and to stand 
humbly by the roadside while he passes. This is 
the ruler whose image is here presented, in a hand¬ 
some autograph portrait contributed by himself. 
Among the things which I have not had space to 
mention was an entire set of the special coins, and 
also of the special postage stamps of the oountry, 
which was kindly collected for me. 

This volume is absolutely without any pretension, 
save to good faith. I have set down nought in 

reach the truth, and that at first hand, not through 
the writings of others. Hardly any attempt has 
now been made to go back upon my impressions, or 
to correct the praise and the very rare blame which 
it seemed right to assign at the time. I sincerely 
trust that no legitimate susceptibilities have been 
wounded. When I left for Malabar I was assured, 
by the highest authority, that I would be enabled 
to see things, in the way of social and family organi¬ 
sation, which no European had ever seen before. 
I cannot for one moment believe that this happened. 
Probably the fault was in myself, in that I was un¬ 
able to see what existed close around me. It is 
more than Governmental help, with goodwill on the 
part of the observer, that is required in order to 
disoem many of the peculiarities in a shy and 
secretive people. There were days when my eyes 
and my brain ached with the effort of trying to see, 
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The other book is the 4 Proceedings of the Fifth 
Session of the Sri Mulam Popular Assembly of 
Travancore,’ excellently printed at the Government 
Press in Trivandrum, and lately sent me by the 
Diwan. This Assembly last met in November, 
1908. I missed its previous sitting, by a month or 
more. The Diwan has been kindly anxious that I 
should attend it at some time in the future, because 
of the wonderfully revealing quality of its proceed¬ 
ings. But I am not likely to do so save in the pages 
of such a Report, which, with some knowledge of 
the place and the people concerned, quite enables 
you to see and hear the proceedings. It is a volume 
of some 125 huge pages. About a fifth part of it is 
devoted to the Address of the Diwan, or Prime 
Minister. At the beginning of this I noted, with 
regret, the death of the gentle Diwan Peshkar of 
Quilon, towards whom I had come to feel as a friend, 
after a few interviews. As is mentioned in my text, 
he was ill the last time I passed through Quilon. 
Diabetes is, by the way, the characteristic disease 
of the eduoated classes in Malabar, who are stated 
seldom to live beyond the age of forty-five or forty- 
eight. 

The A ddress shows the hard-headed ability of'the 
writer. There is a guarded reference to the most 
unusual riots at Trivandrum, in June, 1908, which 
were doubtless due to Police causes. Two of the 
members also urge the reform of the Police Depart¬ 
ment, which is nowhere in India satisfactory. { It 
was a regrettable circumstance, that, instead of 
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quality, I know only the quarter part of an other¬ 
wise dull book by Loti, and the too few, scattered 
writings about Malabar which Mr. Rees may some 
day be persuaded to collect. 

In this Preface I have hardly mentioned Cochin. 
Rut it will be found to occupy quite its proportion¬ 
ate place in the text. It is a jolly little State, with 
one formidable drawback. Cochin is rightly proud 
of being absolutely the most flourishing spot, and 
one of the loveliest, in all huge India. But it has 
developed a unique horror in what is often called 
Cochin Leg (elephantiasis). In contrast to so many 
Indian States, which are of the size of European 
kingdoms, Cochin is about as large as an average 
English county. When the cultured wife of its 
Diwan was last in England (where she was presented 
at Court by Mrs. Gladstone), she found it useless to 
try to make her friends understand the difference 
between the State of which her husband had just 
taken charge, and the French Indo-China. The 
Raja of Cochin is a King of Yvetot, fabulously 
ancient and sacred, with something of Byzantine 
pretensions. He would scorn to be called Maharaja 
(Great Raja), and is really more important than 
most Maharajas, who are often of yesterday. 
Equally, the Sire de Coucy was proud of being 
neither Prince nor Duke ; while there are peculiarly 
swagger English Earls. who would not accept a 

of years old, of White and of Black Jews. These 




pass you come upon so many details which are 
unique or superlative, unmatched in the world 



Lord Kitchener. 

I may be allowed to bring still further up to date 
the vivid little world which I have tried to present 
in these pages, by quoting a few sentences from a 
letter just received from Travancore : ‘ The Diwan 
prospers, and is doing solid work. His New Year 

tive talent, marvellous tact, unfailing courtesy, and 
untiring energy. . . . The Diwan’s “driving power” 
is felt in every department of the State service, and 


Aiya has turned aged in an alarmingly sudden 
fashion. He is now a negligible quantity in the 
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eyes of the time-servers of the State. The little 
Senior Rani has grown into a very charming person¬ 
age. Her beauty is undeniable. For the rest, we 
stagnate. Indian Unrest does not concern us.’ 

The following pages will be found to contain a far 
larger number of parentheses than would be advis¬ 
able upon strictly literary grounds. These are 
chiefly explanations, inserted for the benefit of 
readers in England, of words or of references which 
are familiar to Anglo-Indians. It has seemed better 
to be too explicit rather than not explicit enough—to 
dot every ‘ i,’ and to cross every ‘ t.’ With the same 
motive, I will here collect a few of the more indis¬ 
pensable explanations. Careless folk in England 
must, please, by no means confound the words 
Brahmo and Brahman. A Brahmo is a member of 
the liberal Brahmo Samaj organisation which has 
now been happily leavening Indian life for eighty 
years past. Save for some phases of missionary 
work, it is the most hopeful thing that India con¬ 
tains, among so many things unhopeful. The word 
Brahman too often means the very opposite, ex¬ 
pressing mere obscurantism. Brahmanism must 
needs be hated, so far as it connotes priestcraft. 
But it also, and very often, connotes something 
which it is hard not to sympathise with, namely, a 
trained and hereditary intellectualism, which is yet 
dreadfully given to exploiting all other classes. 
The word Diwan (often spelt Dewan) means the 
Prime Minister of a Native State, A Tehsildar is 
the looal subordinate magistrate, with a jurisdiction 




ypit nailed Mamlatdar in the Bombay Presidency, 
and Amildar in Mysore. A ‘ taluka,’ or ‘ taluk,’ is 
the sub-distnct ruled by a Tehsildar. A Diwan 
Peshkar,in the Malabar States, is the administrator of 
a group of a good many sub-districts, and nominally 
corresponds to a Collector in British territory. An 
undecorated British Resident in a Native State can, 
as I have known in several cases, if it comes to a 
crisis, forbid a given salute or marriage in the ruling 
family, or even determine the removal of his powers 
from a Maharaja. This is the Service, the Indian 
Political, which (outside of Malabar) is most often 
accused of harshness and of swollen head. 

A rupee, it may be added, is sixteenpence, though 
practically meaning a good deal more, while fifteen 
rupees are a pound. An anna is a penny, although, 

Finally, I must renew my thanks to His Highness 
Rama Varma, g.o.s.i., g.c.i.e., Maharaja of Travan- 
core, who was my host during the greater part of 
the journey here recorded. 


HENRY BRUCE. 
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PLEASANT BANGALORE: PHASES OF INDIAN LIFE 

I HAVE spent ten or twelve days in Bangalore, 
drinking in information at every pore, yet 
seeing few of the things which Europeans ordinarily 
see. I can therefore say little of the European life 
of the place—nor would it be desired if I could. 
The trivialities of society will find no record here. 
But I can no longer wonder at the popularity of 
Bangalore as a European residence. The air is said 
always to have a certain quality of coolness, even 
in April and May. In December it is certainly 
delicious, distinctly cooler than on the Western side 
of India. But the coolness always stops short of 
the point where either great-coats or fire-places are 
required. Shivering old Anglo-Indians have been 
known to prefer Bangalore to Ooty (Ootacamund, 
the famous South Indian sanatorium, on the 
Nilgiris) as an all-the-year residence, declaring that 
Ooty is too cold. 

Possibly the preference is helped out by the 
superior cheapness of life in Bangalore. For two 
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great blessings are to be found here, if not three. 
There is the blessing of comparative cheapness. 
Of all large and desirable places in India, Bangalore 
is probably the cheapest. The ‘ increasing burden ’ 
makes itself here felt the least. Such pretty bunga¬ 
lows, both on a modest and on a large scale, can 
still be had at rates less than those of “Western India, 
greatly less than those of the North. I have heard 
a man grumbling at having to pay 106 rupees (£7) 
a month for ‘ a small house.’ On the other hand, 
something quite decent and attractive can be had 
for 26 rupees. 

But Bangalore is getting congested. About the 
same proportion holds in regard to servants’ salaries. 
After the West and the North, one is amazed to 
hear of servants, and good ones, at 6 and 8 rupees 
(about half a pound) a month. A man from Ran¬ 
goon tells, in contrast, how ordinary servants 
commonly cost 22 or 25 rupees. This great blessing 
of cheapness holds yet more strikingly in regard to 
native life, about which I intend chiefly to speak. 

Then there is the blessing of space. This is a 
noble blessing. The 13J square miles of Bangalore 
cantonments are laid out upon a grandiose scale. 
The roads are avenues. The smallest bungalow 
lias something of a compound. In the larger 
premises it is a far cry, literally a good walk for an 
invalid, from the house to the back hedge. The 
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come the deafness which orushed the composer ! 
But in Bangalore there would be the least possible 
occasion for such flippancy. The measured tramp, 
tramp, of the big carriage horses sometimes seems 
rather to boat into one’s brain. But there is little 
else to complain of. The Diwan (Prime Minister) 
has suggested that the quiet, even of the native 
city of Bangalore, may be due to the fact that 
there is no manufacture, and little trade. Even 
hereabouts the people are mostly farmers. But I 
have thought to go deeper, and hove wondered 
whether the Canarese people are not naturally 
quieter than the Marathas. 

This is a large question; and, like all questions 
of race, fascinating. The Canarese, as I shall show, 
enjoy a larger measure of practical prosperity to¬ 
day than do the Marathas, They are cleaner, 
quieter, more civil. Yet to be among them in¬ 
creases one’s respect, in a way, for the adventurous, 
far-flung Maratha race. The Maratha Brahman— 
it is not always a nice type to deal with, nor one 
loved by British rulers. But to this day much of 
Southern India is administered, as it has long been, 
by this type. Out of 20 Diwans, who have governed 
in Travancore during about a century past, 14 have 
been Maratha Brahmans. Perhaps we must admit 
them to have, like the Turks, some natural gifts 
for organisation and for rule. ‘ Their faithless 
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dealings with friends and with foes,’ says Risley. 
Oh, well, they have treated me handsomely enough 
in Mysore State, where also they largely bear rule. 
The public service is packed with them, specially 
at the top. 

. Who, in the native habitat of the Marathas, 
stops to remember Shivaji’s brother Vyankaji, and 
the colony which he led to Tanjore ? That colony, 
with its strict endogamy, its clear-cut features, and 
its light complexion, cherishing Marathi as its 
family speech, has furnished an indecent proportion 
of the administrators of the South. At a recent 
date Marathi was the official language of Mysore. 
Raja Sir T. Madhava Rao (1828-1891), widely 
admitted to be the greatest of native administra¬ 
tors, greater even than Sir Sbeshadri Iyer, was of 
that Tanjore colony. The State Government of 
Mysore consists of the Diwan, drawing 4000 rupees 
a month, and two Councillors, with less than 2000 
rupees eaoh. These three really make the Ministry. 
The Diwan, Mr. V. P. Madhava Rao, of whom I 
shall here say little, although he has shown me 
most that I have seen, is a Maratha Brahman of 
Tanjore, 

The First Councillor, Mr. Ananda Rao, is the 
only surviving son of Sir T. Madhava Rao. He is, 
by the way, a literary man. He has rich materials, 
and hopes, in due time, to bring out such a Life of 
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his father as has never yet been published of an 
Indian statesman. In contrast the Canarese people 
seem to be singularly little fitted, as yet, to assert 
themselves in any way except as cultivators. In 
Mr. Ananda Rao’e house, just now, I saw, for the 
first time, a good picture of Sir T. Madhava Rao. 
I was struck with the Hindu quality, and more, of 
the face. Here was a congener, not exactly of 
Shivaji, but of the earlier Peishwas and their abler 
Ministers—of those Poona statesmen, • in short, 
whom Mr. Kincaid has studied. 

The foulness of beggary seems to be hardly 
known in Bangalore cantonments. A word may 
be said for the old-established Cubbon Hotel, in 
half a dozen detached bungalows. Its strong point 
is the big, airy rooms, and plenty of them. The 
plaster in Bangalore houses, somehow, does not 
seem to peel off as in Western India. Stucco, here, 
has almost the solidity of stone. It is said to be 
due to an admixture of sea-shell in the material. 
My friends tell rue that I ought to be at the swagger 
hotel of Bangalore, where everything is superlatively 
up-to-date. But I do not believe I could there 
have had the same space and quiet. 

Mysore State also has the reputation of being 
superlatively up-to-date. I have heard an Executive 
Engineer, from a British district, grumbling that 
the Mysore Government sends its engineers about 
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a medical assistant who rises to 60 rupees a month, 
and by a trained midwife on 15 rupees (£1). That 
last personage, if widely scattered throughout the 
Maratha country where she is not liked, might be 
the means of saving so many lives ! On another 
day, in a village of 1000 inhabitants, I found an 

many lesser places as well. 

On that Sunday morning we were quickly joined 
by the Amildar, a very young, picked man. In the 
State there are. in all. 68 Amildars, corresponding 
to our Mamlatdars or Tehsildars. The pay of their 
grade ranges from 150 rupees to 250 rupees. An 

hundred square miles. He has therefore many 
temptations to corruption, which are resisted, not 
invariably, but on the whole more successfully 
than by similar officials in British territory. Amil¬ 
dars in Mysore are seldom second-class, and never 
first-class, magistrates. The standard of upright¬ 
ness is said to be singularly higher among the corre¬ 
sponding judiciary. 

On this occasion we went pretty well over the 
town with the Amildar, followed at a little distance 
by a perfectly quiet crowd. I have noticed the 
great simplicity of the relations here between the 
officials and the people. They are undemonstrative 
almost unto baldness, with none of the kow-towing 
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stated to be now even batter carried on, certainly 
more cheaply, and perhaps more sympathetically, 
by Indians. I also hear that even the Model State 
is slowly swinging back into Indian slackness. This 
may be true of the larger movement. But, imme¬ 
diately, things are far more efficient now, under 
Madhava Rao, than they were under his predecessor 
a few years hack. 

Running together the impressions of those two 
days, here are some of the broad results. The 
Canarese people seem to he greatly more prosperous 
than their Maratha neighbours. This certainly 
holds about housing and clothing. I was amazed 
at the standard of domestic decency and cleanliness 
among the quite common people, with incomes of 
6 or 8 rupees per family. The town and village 
roads are enormously better than ui the Maratha 
country, and also better, I am told, than in the 
Tamil country. Every comer of a street or of a 
courtyard here seems swept. There seem to be 
none of those offensive sights undeniable in a 
Maratha village. The humblest Canarese houses 
look to be human and decent habitations, often 
with little signs of some money" to spare. I could 
live in some of these houses myself, if brought to 
it; whereas I would snuff out quickly enough in 
either a Kashmiri or a Maratha dwelling. 

I recall the spaoious, clean premises, with a well 
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in the courtyard, of a weaver family, earning in all 
25 rupees, A potter’s house had many plants in 
flower-pots before it, with some framed pictures on 
the walls. Yet the plague enters even here : many 
houses have been unhappily emptied bv death. 
The Canarese people are neatly, completely, clothed. 
A naked child is seldom seen. This is only in part 
explained by the greater cold here. It is an eco¬ 
nomic fact, which counts for a good deal in Western 
India, that practically no child under five needs 
any clothing. 

In clothes and in houses the Canarese people are 
clearly ahead. But they cannot be ahead all along 
the line. I suspect that they are behindhand in 
the quality of their food, though they all get a 
bellyful. The 1 bazari ’ and the ‘ zondhali ’ of the 
Western side make a sweet, if not very digestible, 
bread, which many Europeans like to nibble at. 
Neither of these grains is known here. The general 
food of the people is ‘ raji,’ called 1 natsani ’ in the 
Maratha country. It is made, not into ‘ bhakars ’ 
or fiat cakes, but into balls of varying size. Now, 
‘natsanr is a rough gram which ordinary people 
scorn to eat on the Western side. It is there used 
only by backward people m isolated valleys, and 
the like. 

I failed to get any ‘ raji ’ or ‘ natsani ’ to taste, 
though it was promised me. ‘ Impossible ! ’ was 






socially backward. 

The better people here use faultless English, free 
from the subtle absurdities of Bengal speech : they 
have no need to fear the shafts of Mr. Anstey. 
But Hinduism rules here with a harshness and in¬ 
tolerance unknown in the North. I rubbed my 
eyes, and long could not realise that the Kala Pani 
superstition (forbidding Hindus to cross the sea) 
is still vital in South India. It prevented Sir 
T. Madhava Eao and Ramiengar from visiting 
England a generation ago : to this day it badgers, 

lightened State must have European training. 
Young men are expensively supported abroad, and 
on their return sometimes expelled from caste 
for it. I must not speak of delightful intercourse 
with a dozen of the higher State officials. little 
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light of some of the boarders in the motor. It 
absolutely must be brought in, and taken round 
and round the big premises, until all the girls had 
had a ride, and many of them several. 

Whitefields is on a breezy, barren little plateau, 
12 miles from Bangalore, and somewhat higher. It 
is superlatively healthy, dull and cheap. Near 50 
bungalows are occupied exclusively by old pen¬ 
sioners, of a certain grade. Something of a house, 
with some furniture, can here be had for 15 rupees 
(£1) a month; a fair house for 25 rupees; a 
swagger one for 40. One might do worse than end 
up at Whitefields. 
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CHAPTER I 

INLAND COCHIN 

T HAT charming land which travellers never 
visit/ Malabar has been called. 

Already I am informed, with regret, that this 
is beginning to be no longer wholly true. The 
bloom has just begun to wear. off Malabar : but 
much yet remains. The steps of the globe-trotter 
proper are as yet almost unknown here. So true is 
this, that it is well-nigh impossible to get a modem 
' account of Malabar which is at once adequate and 
popular. Nothing exists comparable to Sir Walter 
Lawrence’s ‘Valley of Kashmir.’ There seems even 
to he no good volume of recent travels, such as 
the delightful book which was directly the means 
of taking me to Kashmir, Miss Doughty’s ‘Afoot 
through the Kashmir Valleys.’ 

Making a plunge in my ignorance, I paid a pound 
for this year’s (1907) edition of Murray’s Indian 
‘ Handbook.’ Surely this would give at least a 
proportionate space to Malabar, and specially to 
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Travaneore! I had long been fascinated by the 
thought of that isolated, sea-washed kingdom, at the 
opposite end of the continent from Kashmir, with 
the conchshell for its picturesque emblem. Kerala, 
the sacred land of palms, the country lifted up. at 
Heaven’s command, from the ocean waves ! 

‘ Travaneore,’ it has been said, ‘ is a Heaven for 
the Brahmans, and for all other people a Hell.’ 
It could not bo as bad as that. But one had heard 
from afar of its wild beauty of sea and mountain, 
its infinitely curious matriarchal system grafted 
upon Brahmanical institutions, its fair women with 
their antique freedom of dress and of manner. 
Several years ago, in the loveliest spot of Kashmir, 
I had been transported by the poetical and exag¬ 
gerated account of Travaneore in Loti’s book with 
the cheeky title, as I call it (‘ L’lnde, sans les 
Anglais ’), to which I shall have occasion to recur. 
In the new Imperial Gazetteer of India, too, there 
is an inspiring paragraph about Malabar scenery 
by Sir Thomas Holdioh, whom nobody can re¬ 
member as having visited the country. 

Where Bhould one find a reasoned abridgment of 
this and much more, the wisdom of the wise done 
up in portable doses, for the use of the foolish, if 
not in the latest Murray ? The hook was dearly 
bought. Incredible as it may seem, the words 
Travaneore and Trivandrum are not once mentioned 



LETTERS FROM MALABAR 17 
in it. Hold, I have it! The word ‘ Trevandrum,’ 
for which I was looking, must be spelt with an 1 i,’ 
in the correct modem way, thus: Trivandrum. 
Alas ! even thus it does not exist. 

There are 34 routes up and down India given 
in Murray, including some to places without rail¬ 
ways, such as Kashmir. But Travanoore is not 
there. Cochin, where the railway ends, is given, 
to the extent of two pages. It is apparently the 
jumping-off place, ‘ at the wild end of things.’ Not 
only do globe-trotters not go beyond, but it is at 
once evident why not. There are no places for 
them to stop in. They would not know their way 
thither, or the way about. 

Save as a guest of the State, one would be no¬ 
where in Travanoore. Up to the end, with special 
provision made that I should in any case fall upon 
a soft mattress, I was nervous about this dropping 
off from the known world into the unknown. It 
was the utter strangeness of things in Cochin and 
beyond, the charming topsyturvydom altogether, 
that was disconcerting. In vain I was assured that 
human life went on here as elsewhere, that, for one 
thing, ‘ Trivandrum is a much more intellectual 
place than Bangalore.’ The passing strangeness 
remained. It was much the same the first time I 
went to Kashmir, though here there was no such 
arduous journey involved. 
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At Podanur, in the morning, I had' to change into 
the Calicut train, though some one, at Bangalore, 
had promised me I should not have to change, and 
had put my name up over the window for vain 
security. Up to Podanur, which is also the station 








jungle. The neatness of the packed landscape, of 
the roads, of the dainty little bungalows which are 
in reality native houses, is wonderful. 0, but those 
abounding palms ! { All the hairs of thy head are 

The palms are not numbered here. In my. life I 
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year that passes. My companion in the train was 
returning from six months in Germany to the 
charge of some tile works at Feroke, some 7 miles 
south of Calicut. He remembered the charming 
bungalow on a hill-top which General and Mrs. 
Nicolson occupied at Ferolre early in 1904, the last 
year of their lives. Thus the poet wrote of the 
Malabar people : 





Perhaps the outstanding fact, which begins to be 
observable on the southward journey from Shoranur, 
is more conveniently expressed in verse than in 

One slips imperceptibly into Cochin State, on a 
narrow-gauge railway somewhat resembling the 
Southern Mahratta. The carriages are not so well 
built, but the speed is better. From Shoranur to 
the terminus, at Ernakulam, is 65 miles'. About a 
third of the way down is the fair and thriving city 
of Trichur, with 16,000 inhabitants, where I alighted 
for a day. The scenes at the little wayside stations, 
the glimpses of homesteads and of people from the 
carnage windows, were full of interest. A country 
cultivated like a kitchen-garden, wide expanses of 
green rice-fields, crowded clumps and groves of 





houses. Everything is humming with prosperity, 
and with an intense life which, for one thing, seems 
to conduct itself without much noise. This in¬ 
tensive cultivation must resemble parts of Japan, 
yet there seem to be no smells connected therewith. 

The Malabar heat is not gross or apparent. It 
is more hidden and inward, yet undeniable. It says 
with an imperative voice : ‘ Take off that coat! ’ 
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squatting at his pony’s head, feeding Mm with 
handfuls of deliciously fresh grass, taken from inside 
the jutka. There are hereabouts constant little 
pleasant touches to life like that. The common 
people evidently lead a good life, by no means un¬ 
civilised. 

I had a proof that day of how far Malayalam 
civilisation may surpass the vaunted product of 
America. Bob Antony held the key of my box— 
though I held his testimonials, of which he had 
said : 1 They are my life.’ In the noontide, which 
was clouded, and not apparently very hot, I walked 
to the station again, not far away, to send a vain 
telegram about Mm. It is said, however, not to be 
wise to take such liberties with the Malabar climate : 
they may give you a headache later, or worse. 

The Travellers’ Bungalow is a clean-flagged build¬ 
ing, in a shaded courtyard, though quite in. the 
native town. Here I noticed one of the things 
which may be dispensed with in the Par South. 
The best houses do not need, and often do not have, 
any glass windows. But these are said to be de¬ 
sirable in the monsoon, which is commonly of 125 
inches. The messman suggested that he should 
send for the local locksmith. An ordinary-looking 
native was brought in, half naked. He was the 

a month. In a trice he had opened the padlock, 
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which was easy enough. But he took it away with 
him, and in a few hours sent back an excellent 
neat new key, better than the old one. The charge, 
which I was ashamed to pay, was 4 annas 1 

Contrast with this Kipling’s experience, who 
landed at San Francisco about 1890 with some 
trifling thing wrong with the lock of his trunk. It 
took half a pound to have this mended ; and the 
point is that it could not be done without the 
characteristic incivility of the West. 

In the late afternoon and early evening I walked 
abroad alone, for a couple of hours, through the 

of villages, as it seemed to be. I know not how to 
express in a paragraph, which is all that is at my 
disposal, the impression of comfort, cleanliness, 
esthetic life and surroundings which I received. 
That walk must stand in memory with my first 
impressions of Baramula, the entering-place for 
Kashmir. I do not wish to detract from the vivid 
impressions of the uniquely lovely Kashmir land¬ 
scape. The Cochin landscape, however, is equally 
unique, and hardly less lovely. But it was in the 
people that I felt the difference. The Malabar 
people are said to seem less nice as you know them 
* better. But what a contrast to the Kashmiris, 
particularly in their attitude towards Europeans ! 
How much more self-respecting these people 
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seemed ! how much less cringing and suspicious ! 
how much less basely ‘ on the make ’! I noticed 
none of those sights of offence, common in Kashmir 
and in most Indian lands, Even the pariah dogs 
were few. The beautifully made roads, of reddish 
soil, were swept to the last inch, and so were the 
courtyards. For one thing, the people here have 
windows, and use them. 

There are two outstanding observations. First, 
as to colour. This is no land of black people. Hot 
a touch of the negritic, so far. The people at 
Trichur average quite as fair as those in a Maratha 
town, perhaps more so. They are a light, rather 
than a dark, brown. I saw three or four women’s 
faces of extraordinary and unexpected beauty, 
delicately refined. There was breeding there. The 
people are said to have a Dravidian basis, with a 
much larger Brahmanie admixture than is ad¬ 
mitted. Well, ‘ thy fault was not thy folly ! ’ 

Tlie second point is the high level of popular 
prosperity. Such pretty little houses, ‘ coquettish,’ 
as the French say. They may be insanitary, like the 
houses of European peasants ; but how much it is 
to be able to make that comparison ! I noticed a 
score of little bungalows in which I should be glad 
to live myself, except, perhaps, for the crowded 
neighbourhood. There were several bungalows 
better than I shall ever live in—one large one, 
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surrounded by a white-pillared verandah ; another 
behind iron railings joined to massive stone struc¬ 
tures. Who lives there ? Hindus, without excep¬ 
tion. Now, hardly any pleaders or rich natives live 
on that scale, with that neatness, on the Bombay 

The houses of the poorest seem to be more than 
tolerable human habitations. Often they are built 
of reddish stone, suggesting that at Mahableshwar 
(the sanatorium of Western India, on the Ghats). 
They are often lit by lamps made in Germany, as 
good as those in the Travellers 3 Bungalow. A house 
just opposite has a much better lamp, with a gay 
red shade : the man occupying it earns 100 rupees 
a month. Nowhere, a chance European Customs 
officer told me, is so much kerosene oil consumed 
as along this coast. The palms and bamboos are 
everywhere in the heart of Trichur. 

The people, though quiet, simply swarm, suggest¬ 
ing an overflowing population. For the rest, Triehur 
is a sacerdotal place, with some overweening preten¬ 
sions. I was not sorry, on the whole, to miss those 
super-saored temples (only the outer walls visible 
to the profane) from which Loti was waved off 
with sueh a memorable gesture of Brahmamc in¬ 
solence. It was the embodiment of caste. For 
from the Latin ‘ castus * come both 4 caste ’ and 
‘ chaste.’ ‘ Get away from me ! I’m so pure ! ’ 
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to return to his charge for a few days, until I 
can rest and form plans. These confounded letters 
take such a lot of time : my friends can hardly 
understand it. 

ing, had asked me to dinner. Another took me off 
to his house to stay. Then, casually : ‘ I don’t 
believe I heard your name ! * That is the kind of 
hospitality which one reads of rather than ex¬ 
periences—‘ the grand old Roman way ’ of doing 
things. I cannot write here about Ernakulam, with 
its queer climate and delicious sea front. I return 
to Trichur to meet the Diwan (Prime Minister). 



CHAPTER III 


ERNAKUCAM AND TRICHUlt 
AT the end of my second chapter on Malabar 
I was only able to speak, in connection with 
Ernakulam, of the fine hospitality, unknown in 
larger centres, of its few European officers. The 
view, too, is fine, and unmatched in its sort. It is 

and a half miles across the backwater is the wooded 
spit or peninsula of British Cochin and Matanckery, 
running pretty parallel for most of the way. In 
the nearer foreground, not a mile away, is the 
luxuriant little island of Balghatty, containing one 
of the loveliest Residencies in India. Between the 
two may be seen glimpses of the real ocean, with 
half a dozen ships hanging motionless on the horizon. 

and the sea, even as a picture-frame adds to the 
best picture. 

The backwater is said to be five or six feet deep. 
It is evidently clean water, being renewed by in- 
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surface glide the boats of the country, sometimes 
poled, but more often rowed. It is the magic of 
moving craft, though not exactly of moving water, 
as in Kashmir. For a note of difference, the throng¬ 
ing palms here reach to the sea. 

I was enchanted with the Beaward view by moon¬ 
light. I was more enchanted in the morning, when 
I saw the boats Blipping silently past the palm trees. 
So much so, that I thought of hiring the adjoining 
compound ; and began inquiring about house-rents 
from my attendant Travanoore Tehsildar. Some of 
the figures given were absurdly low ; yet I gather 
that adequate houses for Europeans are few in 
Ernakulam. A European seeking a house, apart 
from official necessities, is even more rare. But it 
was a day before I could surrender the dream. 

The view reminded me of the title of Mrs. Niool- 
son’s exquisite poem, ‘ Palm Trees by the Sea ’— 
though the setting there is evidently Karachi. But, 
0 these palm trees in Cochin ! I have always 
thought that there were two pleasant signs of a 
bad climate—palm trees and punkahs. Wherever 
palms flourish it also means the nuisance of an 
overflowing populace. I have been seriously told, 
by one of those best entitled to know, that two or 
three palm trees, with some fish from the backwater, 
will support a common family through the year. 
The merchants are now pushing yet another raw 
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times used for provincial coeksureness) connotes. 
It means essentially forgetfulness. ‘ You’ll begin to 
feel it here,’ said one, sharply tapping his forehead. 
For another symptom of Malabar Head : ‘ It’s bad 
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About Mr. Banerji, also, it is because I could 
Within this year, at least, it has become no novelty 
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other—and already used to this for several genera- 
tions past—how revolutionary to conservative 

To note the spirit of culture which prevails 
among many Brahmo women is to feel that here 
is something better than mere high education. I 
am told that there are hundreds of families of much 
the same culture, if not the same position, as several 
families which I have seen lately. It is an amazing, 
unknown,' almost unsuspected, world. It hardly 
exists outside of Bengal; and its weakness is that 
it includes so few poor people. But with so much 
that is discouraging in modern India, Brahmo 
families are surely the salt of the earth, ‘ Without 
whom, 5 in Shelley’s phrase, ‘ the world would smell 
like what it is, a tomb.’ 

Mrs. Noliny Banerji is a lady of social charm 
and of literary aptitudes. She is a member of the 
Royal Asiatic Society. At present she is engaged 
in writing a ‘ History of the Jews in India.’ I am 
anxious to see her reveal to the world, in the form 
of stories and novels, the unsuspected and interest¬ 
ing life of the Brahmo comULunity. 

The Diwan’s father, Mr. Sasipeda Banerji, has 
been a lifelong devoted leader in all the good work 
of the Brahmo movement. In 1870 he broke the 
record by taking his family to England. His wife 
was thus the first Indian lady, certainly the first 





Mr. Dufct and Mr. Gupta, out of only about twenty 
in the Civil Service, have done notably. With an 
exception or two, all these twenty are Brahmos. 
Mr. Banerji believes, by the way, that by another 
two years all the unrest in Bengal and elsewhere 
will have passed like a bad dream. He hopes, long 
hence, to publish a Life of his father, for which 




CHAPTER IV 
UNDER THE PALMS 

-JJNTIL within these nine days past, I never 

the Palms.’ It is a stock phrase to compare a 
lithe, or a straight, young beauty to a palm tree. 

picturesque shapes, which it is a fascination to 
watch. They are not to be oalled crooked, but 
suggest certain famous prints. 

To sit by moonlight in one’s own compound, be- 

overlooking, not exactly the ocean, but rippling 
salt water ! ‘ Have you ever tasted toddy ? ’ A 

man is sent forthwith up the nearest palm—which 
is, I am informed, a serious offence against the 
Excise. ‘ Do you still wonder at the number of 
popais on the palm trees ? ’ chaffs another. The 
allusion is to a blunder, which cannot be infrequent : 
the bunches of green cocoanuts have a strangely 
familiar look to those who may know only the 
homely, useful popai. The fresh toddy, when 
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served in glasses, is a whitish liquid, suggesting un¬ 
commonly crude cider, but with further stomachic 
possibilities. We none of us know what we may 
come to; but I am not likely to fall a victim to 
the toddy habit. 

From around the corner comes, at incalculable 
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The Public Offices are the chief impediment 
to the removal to Trichur. They contain whole 
rooms full of neat but rather friable revenue 
records on palm-leaf slips, dating back not much 
more than a century. The best typewriters have 
now succeeded all that. My name, with that of the 
‘ Times of India,’ was cleverly done for me with a 
stylus, as a visiting card, in Malayalam. 
i The jail here is quite shamelessly clean and com- 
| fortable, even luxurious. The worst of mankind 
have indulgences which most honest men lack : the 
1 smell of the curry which was being cooked for them 
j made my mouth water. Here, by the way, are, 
[or lately were, two little girl prisoners who would 
be better with their mothers, or in a Reformatory. 

Finally, the admirably conducted general hospital 
is on a larger scale than many a Distriot Centre 
hospital in British India, while costing much less. 
This is often the case in Native States. The hospital 
made me realise anew how much better such relief 
is given by those who work for humanity, doing 
their secular duty, than by those who have an axe 
to grind, working for some deity or dogma. 

Approaching the outside of the Trichur temples 
the other evening, under due Brahmanic guidance, 
I was yet waved off from a distance. A little more, 
I was told, and a wire might have gone to the Raja, 
saying that the temples were polluted, and claiming 







CHAPTER V 

A DAY IN BRITISH COCHIN 
THE WHITE JEWS 

I CAN understand now why the inhabitants of 
the island of Bombay, until much less than df*. 
century ago, used to speak quaintly of the neigh¬ 
bouring mainland as ‘ the Continent.’ That is just 
the effect which the Cochin mainland has, seen 
from the long spit or peninsula wherein are situated 
British Cochin and Matanchery. The spit has all 
the effeot of an island, with quite the isolation. One 
of the many nuisances of the place is the lack of 
roads and communications. It is hard to get a 
walk; while the richest Europeans in the place do 
not need to keep carriages. 

A far more dreadful deprivation must be the 
absence of drinking water. It seems incredible, 
but for centuries all the drinking water used by 
Europeans has b§en brought from Alwaye (the seat 
of my attentive friend, the Tehsildar), .12 miles 
away, in Travancore territory. I believe that when 
the British took over Cochin, they entered into an 
engagement to supply the Dutch inhabitants with 



LETTERS FROM MALABAR 


decent water. The oldest inhabitant of Cochin 
to-day carries precaution so far as to drink only 
rain water collected by himself. Soda-water, too, 
which is not nearly so nice as the natural fluid, 
has to be largely consumed in order to avoid water, 
sometimes even to wash your teeth with! 

A hideous penalty attends the neglect of these 
troublesome precautions. It is * the curse of the 
country,’ or, as I call it, ‘ the local horror,’ elephan¬ 
tiasis. I am not going to talk about this loathsome 
affliction, just as I have avoided sending any photo¬ 
graphs to illustrate it. Happily, I have managed 
to see but few cases. But to think that this extreme 
penalty should attend upon dirt in only this odious 
little section of earth ! It is not absolutely unique. 
The same disease, there called neither elephantiasis 
nor Cochin Leg, is found both in Samoa and in 
Barbados. But to think that in Matanchery every 
second person, or 50 per cent of the population 
of, I believe, some 20,000, should have it! It 
is found, also, in some neighbouring tracts of 
Travancore, but with nothing like the same con¬ 
centration. 

Why should its habitat be so very limited ? 

can offer no remedy but the knife, cannot even 
agree as to the cause of the disease. It is positively 
stated to be due both to a special mosquito, and to 
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some germ in the local water. Anyhow, the stories 
I had heard of elephantiasis, from Bangalore on, 
had got upon my nerves. In vain I was assured 
that Europeans were immune, at least when they 
did not live piggishly. The case of some Capucin 
monks is the only one known, besides that of a 
former Civil Surgeon of British Cochin. But this 
was the reason, in addition to the attractions of the 
mainland, why I gave but a single day out of ten 

The people of British Cochin rightly insist upon 


a difference being made between it, with its two 
windswept square miles at the end of the little 
peninsula, and miasmatic Matanchery behind it. 
Cochin is sultry, but it has the infinite glory of the 
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delightful effect, as of Holland near the equator. 
The Dutch, who succeeded the Portuguese and the 
odious Inquisition, were here from 1663 to 1795. 
They have left a good memory of themselves— 


I was taken to the Club, and given a bedroom. 
Then : * Won’t you come to my house ? ’ asked a 
man whose name I had not clearly caught. Before 
Bob Antony could get used to his bearings, he and 
I were transferred to the reputed best house in 
Cochin, the residence of old Dutch Governors, with 
the sea encircling two sides of it. 

‘ In the Roar of the Sea ’—that is the phrase by 
which I shall recall those twenty-four hours in 
British Cochin. The next day was powerfully 

chambers and its floors of cool, slate-coloured 
cement, I felt the heat as never on the mainland. 
But 0 ! the thunder and the breeze and the foam of 
the sea ! It might compensate for much. In the 

nated by the rhythmic movement of the great 

Cochin can contain few of what Heine calls 
‘ consolations for poverty.’ There is, by the way, 
a discreditable pest of beggars. Quite near to the 
house where I stayed is the finely simple church, 
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Portuguese, Dutch, English, where the body of 
Vasco da Gama reposed for a few days in 1524. It 
is the most restful place of the kind I have been 
into in India, with the green light from some hand- 
painted windows. And there is a legendary gran¬ 
deur in the association with Gama, by far the most 
modem man who has inspired anything approach¬ 
ing a first-class epic. 

Between the church, and the house in the sea, 
is the house of Captain Winckler. I am not men¬ 
tioning people by name, save in the case of public 
characters. But Captain J. E. Winckler is a public 
character. All agree that not to know him is not 
to know Cochin even a little. And none can know 
Cochin as he does. He is now seventy-five, repre¬ 
senting the third European generation of Wincklers 
in the place. His grandfather was born in the 
middle of the eighteenth century, in Schleswig- 
Holstein, and came out in the Dutch service. His 
father was the last man in Cochin who could de¬ 
cipher a Dutch paper or inscription. Captain 
Winckler’s mother was a Jewess from the too 
famous Jew Town close by. 

He is still an upstanding man, with keen eyes 
and a flowing beard. He has had eighteen children, 
who are now settled over the world, from Japan to 
Chile. One is both a legal and a medical officer at 
Demerara : one is a Professor at Hanover. Captain 
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Winokler received a scanty education in Bombay, 
going to sea in 1846. For thirty-one years following, 
‘ bitter years ’ he calls them, he sailed the seas, 
having got his first ship only seven years after he 
began. Then, for sixteen years, he was Port Officer 
m various places, ending with Cochin. During 
twenty-two voyages to China he long ago acquired 
a collection of China ware, the value of which an 
ignorant person like myself cannot begin to esti¬ 
mate, but which Governors have envied. Captain 
Winekler’s conversation is racy, his memory still 

this pass with him. 

There could not have been a better guide than 
Captain Winokler to Jew Town, where I also had 
another introduction. I have had special reason, 
in the past, to admire the Jewish race. But it 
never would have become admirable from such 
specimens as are content to vegetate in odious 
Matanohery. The place itself somehow suggests 
the odour of stale mutton. ‘ Is it not one of the 
vilest places on earth ? ’ I asked. ‘ It is vile,’ the 
Captain corrected; ‘ but less vile than some other 
places, for example, Canton and Bushire.’ 

The road to Matanohery, two miles, is through 
putrid cocoannt plantations, with mean houses, no 
longer pretending to the neatness of the mainland. 
The Excise, by the way, is a nuisance; you may 
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not go shooting for the day across the frontier, 
taking a few bottles of beer with you, without being 
liable to arrest. The Black Jews I did not see, nor 
care to. The White Jews inhabit lesB than one 
furlong of a squalid lane. Yet some of the houses 
reach deep back into cocoanut groves, admitting of 
a sort of twilight comfort, which must be intensely 
unhealthy and depressing. In the doorways I saw 
some children’s faces, with the Jewish prettiness, 
but so dark that I could not believe that they called 
themselves white. 

In the common little synagogue, at the end of 
the lane, a score of men were screeching their even¬ 
ing prayers, making the most hideous discord, 
merely vocal, that I have ever heard. ‘ O ! how 
I hate every kind of orthodoxy ! ’ as another friend 
refreshingly remarked that day. It is orthodoxy, 
plus idleness, which is keeping this paltry com¬ 
munity in the mud. It is stated to number no 
more than 100—a figure perhaps not possible, and 
only possible with cruel inmarrying. 

Then we spent an hour in the spacious in¬ 
terior of the richest family, with lakhs’ (a lakh 
of rupees = £6,666) worth of palm groves in 
Travancore. I hesitate to speak of these people, 
since they received us with courtesy; yet they 
knew for what I had come. The Jews are as 
liable to elephantiasis as any natives. Their 




only Malayalam, yefc 


says : £ Every monkey praises 





CHAPTER VI 
THE VOYAGE TO QUILON 

T HE Principal of the Emakulam College, ful¬ 
filling to the last the charge laid upon him, 
saw me aboard by a glorious moon, one day 
beyond the full. 1 must mention now or never 
that the same mentor had Pierre Loti in charge 
for four or five days just eight years ago, con¬ 
ducting him to Trichur by the troublesome back¬ 
water route, which was the only one before the 
railway. Loti was then pretty well done up, what 
with the heat and his somewhat rapid progress 
northward. He is remembered by several as a 
thoroughly smart officer in appearance, very small 
and dapper. He is believed to have understood a 
good deal of English, though he professes an entire 

Following in his footsteps, though in the opposite 
direction, I have piously collected recollections, not 
all of which I oan print, of one of the most literary 
(must I also say afiected ?) figures that have ever 
passed through India. In the beautiful Quilon 
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Residency, whence I write, Loti is also remem¬ 
bered. I realise, as his narrative hardly enables one 
to do, to what a degree his progress was from Resi¬ 
dency to Residency. I have heard language, far 

to ignore the English who did so much to make him 
comfortable. 

There is now, to my astonishment, steamboat 
communication along near 100 miles of the legend¬ 
ary Travancore lagoons. A boat will take you, for 
a few annas, or for no more than two rupees first- 
class, from Cochin to Alleppey. Thence another 
boat goes on to Quilon. The boats are fairly quick, 
but must be hot enough. Professor Macdonell, being 
in some haste, had gone on by this democratic 
method; and by to-morrow (Christmas Day) will 
have left Travancore. 

So he took the ‘ dhuma-nauka,’ as the steamboat 
is called in modern Sanskrit. But I wanted to 
experience the traditional method of navigating 
these backwaters, which may not endure so very 
much longer. For all but three weeks a cabin- 
boat from Trivandrum had been awaiting me, 
with a ‘serang, 5 the ‘Admiral 5 or boatswain, but 
fortunately not with the entire crew, as I was 
several times informed. The Tehsildar of Ahvaye 
had the crew engaged, and everything ready, by 
the evening I had indicated. He tells me, by the 
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way, that his ‘ taluk, 5 which cuts in from behind, 
dividing Cochin territory, has an area of 100 
square miles, with a population of some 75,000. 
The result will indicate the density of popula¬ 
tion hereabouts, exceeding that of Bihar. The 
parts of Cochin not covered by forests actually 
support 1000 inhabitants per square mile. 

My cabin-boat has given me, with all differences, 
a more vivid idea of what galleys must have been 
like, not only in the classic world, but in parts of 
the Mediterranean until barely two centuries ago. 
It is to be noted that these Travancore craft are 
not called houseboats. In vain I had dreamed of 
renewing, upon these poetical waters, the experi¬ 
ences of Kashmir. The boats here are not comfort¬ 
able enough to live upon permanently; and 
probably the sun would make that for ever im¬ 
possible. They are intended merely to conquer 
space, as is expressed by a frequent name for them, 
‘ transits. 5 Or they are called c cabin-boats. 5 

O those cabins! My noble friend, the Diwan of 
Mysore, to whom this journey is chiefly due, had 
warned me that I would not be able to stand up in 
the cabin. The next man to whom I mentioned 
this said that doubtless Mr. Madhava Rao, with his 
turban on, would not be able to stand up in most 
cabins; but that lesser men might manage it. 
When Diwan of Travancore, he had had built a 




paid by the Tehsildars, were said to be changed 
every 10 miles. The very sensible plan was to do 
the 130 miles or so to Trivandrum in three nights, 
stopping over in wayside bungalows during the day. 

I have had two of these nights, but am lingering 
at Quilon. For two evenings I have sat in solitary 
grandeur on the bench on the top of the cabin, 
ascended to by a removable flight of steps. This 
point of vantage is glorious by night, but would be 
obviously impossible in the sun. I have watched 


the twelve rowers, facing me, bend with fair lusti- 
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high at the centre, less than that at the sides. It 
was not nice moving about bent double, or else on 
one’s knees, or watching Bob Antony doing the 
latter. But there was a unique pleasantness in 
lying stretched out, with the doors shut and the 
Venetian shutters open, in the breeze created 
by the motion of the boat. I have had two 

On the first morning we passed through Alleppey 
rather early, without my being aware of it. But 

famous lagoon life of Travanoore ! Palms, and 
palms, and palms! Tbe whole effect is far cleaner 
than on Lake Wular in Kashmir. There is less 
mud, with fewer smells. This is due to the purify¬ 
ing breath and touch of the great salt sea. The 
average depth, here said to be ten or twelve feet, 
is at least twice that of Wular. The people lead 
an amphibious life. ‘ Every house is an island,’ as 
a Tehsildar told me. No Europeans live in this 
watery section : they would not have the patience 
to get along without roads. The people of North 
Travancore are rich by reason of their palms and 
their rice-fields, and also reputed to be idle. They 
are fat; manifestly not black, but brown ; leading 
merry lives with their various kinds of boats, in 
which, unlike the Kashmiris, they often employ 






CHAPTER VII 

QUIET DAYS AT QUILON 

W ALKING home with me one night last week. 
Bob Antony ventured the inquiry whether I 
belonged to the Military (evidently preferred) or 
the Civil Service. ‘ Neither ! ’ There followed a 
moment of obvious cogitation, with this result: 
‘ Himself : independent Master.’ In vain I quoted 
Byron’s ‘Lord of himself, that heritage of woe.’ 
Then Antony went on to say that at Trichur he 
had been much pressed for information on the 
above alternative, not only by peons, but by little 
boys in the street. He had thought it safest to 
stick to the story (I thank him for the age implied !) 
that I was a Colonel Sahib on 1500 rupees a month ! 
Well, it makes me feel like an ‘ independent Master,’ 
if not like a Colonel, to be treated so handsomely 
as I am by the Travancore State. 

The only drawback here, and that is much, is 
the sapping climate. It would make me perma¬ 
nently tired. It is not a burning, brazen, or very 



existence have they ? Next dirtiest to them, I hear, 
are the Christians; and among these, the Roman 
Catholic Syrians. At Cochin, so tropical it is, it 
was hard to realise that near 200 miles of sweeping 
coastland, or three degrees of latitude, yet lay be¬ 
fore me to the Cape. A friend tells me, by the way, 
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referring to the general title of these chapters, that 
Malabar, strictly speaking, ends a little beyond 
Cochin, including barely the northern fringe of 
Travancore. In popular parlance the name is cer¬ 
tainly continued almost, or quite, to the Cape. And 

which means nothing to me, though it seems to be 
genuinely important. This is Rubber. Spell it 
with a capital, with many capitals, to represent its 
importance in the two States. There is said to be 
Money in Rubber. Here is an opening for capital; 
but the local men may like to keep a good thing 
to themselves. I have never, to my knowledge, 
seen a Rubber tree. Other things being equal, an 
industry ought to be encouraged which may help 
to cut out the accursed Congo product. At Trichur 
I met several prosperous rubber planters. I might 
have had invitations to their domains, but the 
journey of 20 miles and more into the lower hills 
was not for me. It takes about £100 to plant a 
single acre with Rubber, which will return 10 per 
cent clear. A single estate, managed by a young 

The famous open lagoons of Travancore extend 
for barely 100 miles, between Cochin and Quilon. 
From Quilon to Trivandrum there is still water 
communication for another 40 miles or so. But 
this is along narrow artificial canals, very different, 
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as I am warned to expect from the mosquitoes to¬ 
night. I cannot realise that I have seen nearly all 
that I shall see of the lagoon life which so long 

By hot lagoons of Malabar . 1 

A few glimpses, a few pictures :. elusive unspeak¬ 
ably. How ignorant we all are, especially myself ! 
For one thing, I saw nothing approaching that 
magical combination of something like Norwegian 
fiords and tropical jungle which Colonel Holdich 
seems to indicate. The mountains here do not 


reach the sea. Or, if this anywhere happens, it 
must be in places very hard for the European to 
come to, and almost impossible to photograph. 

Scottish names beneath an almost equatorial sun ! 
That suggests the transposed Simois and Soamander 
of the Trojan exiles ! Just around the beautiful 
point facing the Residency is a Loch Lomond which 
I may see this evening. And the entrancing stretch 
of backwater between the Residency and that 
wooded foreshore is known, with some reason, as 
Loch Katrine. Just as in the Pacific islands, these 
false shores make a great part in the beauty of this 
coast. The most imposing spectacle is the view of 
the Quilon Residency from the water. It is bigger 
than the Trichur Residency, though it has not the 
advantage of being a home. 
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I have been here three nights and four days. 
No Collector in the Bombay Presidency has such 
quarters. Truly Government House at Mahablesh- 



Sabbath day’s journey. The Trivandrum Residency 
is said to be even larger than this, but with no such 
grounds. These are not to be called by the familiar 


A corner of the grounds here incidentally includes 
a deer park, with some hundred deer, which is not 
exactly what one thinks of so near the equator. 
I have not yet seen them, as they are only visible 
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at the twilight hour. Palm trees predominate less 
in the immediate landscape; there are mangoes, 
jack-fruit, and other trees of some body. At most 
hours there is a delicious breeze through the upper 
floor of the Quilon Residency. When this is from 
the West and the water, as usual, it is all right. 
But old inhabitants dread the uncanny East wind, 
which the world over, as Du Maurier says, blows 
no man any good. In the hot season, which is 
deliberately stated to be already approaching at the 
end of December, I am told that when writing in 
this dry East wind, you can watch the comers of 
your paper curl up viciously. An illustration of 
the material basis of life is this, that good slumber 
can be purchased for a charge, even in a Residency, 
of six annas (6d.) per night for punkah coolies. 

The Political Officer for these States must for¬ 
merly have been the most fortunate of his tribe— 
I have heard nine Residencies counted up. But 
latterly Cochin has taken over one, while Travancore 
State has taken over several for the lordly enter¬ 
tainment of its guests. At Quilon I missed, by one 
day, the clever new Diwan (Prime Minister), Mr. 
Rajagopalaehariar, going to Madras for the Christ¬ 
mas holidays. I also heard that Mr. Carr, the 
Resident, is on the High Range for some weeks to 
come, so that I shall hardly see him. 

On my first day here there arrived by train. 






CHAPTER VIII 
QUILON TO TRIVANDRUM 

O F my two visitors on the first day at Quilon 
one was the local Tehsildar, an attentive 
able man, with a mind of his own. I saw much o: 
him during the following days, and learned a gooc 
deal from him. His pay of 150 rupees (£10) a montl 

The other visitor was the Diwan Peshkar of thi 
Quilon Division, Mr. V. I. Kesava Pillai, a ven 
senior officer of Travancore State. These Diwai 
Peshkars correspond to the Collectors in Britisl 
Districts. There are now four of them in Travan 
core, only one in Cochin. The leading district i 
that of Quilon, with 2300 square miles, and a popu 
lation of 1,250,000. It contains the whole of tb 
railway, and includes eleven out of the thirty-on 
taluks in Travancore. Mr. Kesava Pillai, an in 
tellectual and kindly man, is a Nair. In a centur; 
past there has only been one Nair Diwan in Travan 
core; and as a rule Brahmans from outside th 
State have been called in (this is a sore point) t 
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How far neatness necessarily means prosperity, 
‘ vice versa,’ is a deeper question, into which 11 

I ivent for the Civil Surgeon of British Cool 
pleasantly encountered again at Quilon and 
Trivandrum, as to the eradication of elephantis 
in his little promontory. Cannot all the Kir 
horses and all the Kong’s men stamp out t 
ignoble horror ? The answer was startlingly ill 
trative of the material basis of life, and of 1 
very many things, if not most things, depend u] 
money. Yes, elephantiasis might be complef 
stamped out. All that is needed is a guarant 
supply of pure drinking water, preferably from 
sea, as at Aden. The installation would cost ab 
a lakh (£6,666) for British Cochin, another lakh 
vile Matanchery, in State territory. Two lakhs c 
right would do this great work, plus about 2 
rupees a month for running expenses. All thi 
wholly beyond local resources. And neither Mac 
Presidency nor Cochin State is likely to see 
glory of conquering elephantiasis as the Americ 
conquered yellow fever at Panama and in Cuba 
This Civil Surgeon offers yet a new type, for 
in the infinite complexity of Indian life. He 
longs to the community, numbering perhaps 4( 
■ of Kashmiri Brahmans long settled in Kortl 
India. He is not a Brahmo, because he has 
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need to be. He is the second highly superior Kash¬ 
miri that I have known, the other being his school¬ 
mate, the Diwan Daya Kishan. 

Quilon boasts a scanty, not to say paltry, beach, 
where the better classes gather of an evening. 
.Just here, and beyond to the lighthouse, a fine 
harbour might be made. I am told, not only by 
natives, that this is prevented by British jealousy, 
chiefly represented by some Madras merchants. It 
is said that a great port in a Native State would 
not be tolerated. There are about a dozen Euro¬ 
peans, whose chief excuse for a sweltering existence 
is business. People dress mercifully little in Mala¬ 
bar ; yet at Quilon there are often dinners where 
dressing is required. The Darragh Cotton Mills, 

visit. Here are 650 men; and more interesting, 
150 women—or rather young girls, up to mar- 


I had thought of going laterally across Travan- 
core from west to east, by taking the railway 
journey inland as far as Shenkota on the State 
frontier, through 60 miles of so-called unrivalled 
Ghat scenery. But the trip did not come off. I 
was not sorry to have a quiet Christmas. Two 
Christians, even of the most nominal type, like to 
forgather on that day. I collected a new opinion, 
namely, that morally Malabar is the sink of India. 



LETTERS FROM MALABAR 


This is but the quoted opinion of one man; and is 
not meant as a sweeping criticism of Malabai 
morals. It chiefly refers, not to sexual matters, 
but to the alleged persistent underhanded and in¬ 
triguing habits of the people. I used to wonder 
since I was sometimes prostrated by the heat ever 
in the mighty Residency, what would be my con¬ 
dition in one of the low-roofed bungalows outside 
Probably the condition of a corpse. 

From Quilon to Trivandrum I brought down i 
pleasant-faced young man, with acquaintances ir 
common with myself, and of a wandering life. Hi 
turned out to be a son of the only Nair Diwan o: 
Travancore, some thirty years before. The Malaba: 
anomaly must here be remembered, that the son o 
a Diwan is a less important personage than hi 
nephew. My new friend told me, among othe 
things, one which I have confirmed in Trivandrum 
and which (but I am very ignorant) may wel 
justify the worst opinion of this coast. It seem 
that a man is not allowed to tali freely with, o 
freely to approach, his younger sister, after she ha 
grown up. Incredible as it may seem, a brothe 
and sister in an enlightened family, by driving ou 
together, have given occasion to bad talk. Th 
next step, logically, would be to import suspicio; 
into the relations between father and daughter 
and this step has been taken. I will not pursu 
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letters 1 The very climate makes one feel like the 
man who was born half an hour late, and who 
never, through life, could make up that half-hour. 
I cannot begin to tell here of Trivandrum, where, 
for several days, every kindness has been shown 
me. I found a handsome letter from the Diwan, 
in Madras, hoping that Travanoore was interesting 
me. Was it not! He committed me to the care 
of his substitute here, the genial Chief Secretary to 
the Government. 




mHE above verses are not my own. I wish 
they were, though quoted verse is paid for, 
and original not! Who, in this generation, knows 
‘ The Chutney Lyrics ’ ? It is a neat little volume, 
published by Higginbotham, in Madras, way back 
in 1871. As for the neatness of the verse, that is 
unmistakable. There is both comic and literary 
force. Two copies existed in Trivandrum, the pro¬ 
perty of the same book-loving administrator. The 
last preceding State guest here, Mr. R. C. Dutt, 
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I am lodged at the Trivandrum Travellers’ 
Bungalow, which is the most convenient place in 
every respect. Even normally, it is superior to the 
ordinary building of the sort. But it may be quite 
transformed with two rooms reserved, with special 
furniture and servants, -with flowers and books, 
and with a carriage always waiting unharnessed in 
the shade. Best of all the additions is a punkah, 
worked day and night by unusually faithful imps. 
Without this punkah I might not have survived, 
and certainly could not have written the last two 
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chapters. Beneath it deep slumber may be had, from 
which, however, one may wake up languid. That 
is the climate. But how different from the frequent 
Bombay condition of tossing sleepless for two 
nights, and then sleeping from mere exhaustion on 
the third night! 

Trivandrum is a city of some 60,000 people, 
manifestly a capital. It is seated on many hills or 
hillocks, with trying hollows in between. Cyclists 
here have to give up cycling as a bad job. The 
public carriages, spacious and comfortable, cannot 
keep up an average of more than five miles an hour, 
What with the ups and downs, the reddish roads, and 
the greenery around (but this is composed of palms), 
there is more than a suggestion of Mahablesh- 
war. Trivandrum is but eight degrees from the 
equator’. In that latitude every fraction counts- 
like a quarter of an inch at the end of a man’s nose 
This is about the sultriest place, during the day 
that I have ever been in. But it rapidly cools of 
with the evening. A Civil Surgeon was not lonj 
in seeing that this is due to the sandy soil, whicl 
quickly absorbs and quickly releases the sun’i 

My immediate host and entertainer has beei 
A. J. Vieyra, for the last six years Chief Secretar 
to the Travancore Government. In the Diwan’ 
temporary absence, Mr. Vieyra seems to make mos 




let: 
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of the wheels go, much like a permanent Under¬ 
secretary of State at home. He is a jovial giant 
of fifty, standing 6 feet 1 inch, able to work, even 
in this climate, twelve or fourteen hours a day. 
In hours yet further stolen from sleep, Mr. Vieyra 
is also a man of letters—a man of European culture, 
who lias never seen Europe. He is a raconteur, 
and can cap a quotation with any one. ‘ "What does 
Shakespeare say of a given situation ? ’—and the 
right passage comes out! The Chief Secretary is 
of recent Portuguese, and also Dutch, stock, un¬ 
connected with Goa. 

Local * institutions 5 are apt to be dull dogs ; and 
I was not sorry to find most of them closed. But 
it was a restful delight to wander through the shady 
Trivandrum Library, which is on a scale far beyond 
what could be expected ; and to hear of Mr. Dutt’s 
keenness on books : ‘ Here’s a new edition ’— 

‘ That’s rubbish ! ’ 

Of his Maharaja, Mr. Vieyra says: 1 So far as I 
can learn, there is no other ruler in India like him— 
so intelligent, so patient, so devoted to the good of 
his subjects.’ I had also been told that the ruler 
knew more about his own country than any of his 
officers did. 

I was summoned to meet H.H. at 6.45 a.m. yester¬ 
day. The hour is not so dreadful as it seems, since 
Trivandrum time is half an hour behind the ordi- 





LETTERS FROM MALABAR 


found the Maharaja. I found the same ruler quiet, 
even hushed, in manner, and of great courtesy. 
But f prefer not to discuss my kind host. So the 
year which began for me in Kashmir ends in Kerala. 
I hope this week to have a drive to Comorin. 


CHAPTER X 

THE LITTLE RANIS AND THEIR GUARDIAN 
mHE very pleasantest hour which I have had 
in Malabar was perhaps the one which I was 
allowed to spend with the little Ranis (Queens) of 
Travancore. The position of these still wee Prin¬ 
cesses is one to touch the imagination. There is 
nothing quite like it in the world, though it suggests 
the position of the Queen of Holland when a child. 

quoted in Dr. Stein’s ‘ Ancient Khotan,’ speak of a 
Kingdom of Women, ‘Strirajya,’ 3000 ‘li’ to the 
south of Khotan. A ‘ li ’ is about the fifth part of 

miles. I leave it to the learned to say whether this 
allusion can possibly be due to any echo of the 
strange matriarchal institutions of Malabar. 

The Sanskrit Chronicle of Kashmir, by the way. 
places its Kingdom, of Women, whose warriors 
could vanquish their enemies merely by baring 
their disquietingly lovely bosoms, amid the in¬ 
hospitable wastes due north. I am also told that 
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Malabar is constantly spoken of as 1 Stri-Malabar,’ 
with reference to the peculiarly strong position of 
women here. The important legal question here 
still is, not what man’s son is any one, but what 
woman’s son is he. 

I do not want to make a disquisition when I 
should be describing two delicious children; yet it 
is important to place them. The present Maharaja, 
aged fifty, is the last survivor by blood of a line 
which was adopted into the ruling House more 
than a century ago. Adoption plays as great a 
part in Indian life as it did in the life of ancient 
Rome ; and, a3 in Rome, it is held to take the place 
of blood-relationship in the fullest degree. Adop¬ 
tion has been so much in the air here latterly that 
one is apt to think of it as more frequent than it 
really is. The Travancore dynasty is believed to 
be mentioned in the Mahabharata, and in any case 
is ancient enough. Yet before these little Ranis, 
there had been but six royal adoptions during as 

It is the result of the matriarchal system of suc- 


Maharaja’s son can never succeed. He is called a 
Tambi; and there is an entire caste or sept of 
Tambis. I have seen, standing unnoticed in a shop, 
the son of the highly accomplished late Maharaja. 
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But religion takes it out, in Malabar, by an exag¬ 
gerated development of Touch-not-ism. Europeans 
must visit royalty thus early because their touch 
pollutes, because the purifying bath is taken at 
8 a.m., and only after that can food be tasted. One 
hesitates to recall such facts in the midst of courtesy 

After about a quarter of an hour, came in the 
charming young governess of the Ranis, Miss Watts. 
She helped the conversation to flow, though the ice 
had already been broken. The Rams speak quite 
firm good English, having been at it for at least 
six years. They also study in Malayalam and in 
Sanskrit. Ill the last language they do not try to 
speak, but read easy stories. I inquired about their 
dolls. The Senior has five dolls, and the Junior, 
as is but right, seven. Two magnificent dolls were 
given by Lady Ampthill. The Ranis are just 
starting a stamp album. I heard all about their 
little lives; how, in addition to a deal of pious 
ceremonial, they go out driving in the afternoon, 
or play badminton with their consorts and others. 
They are evidently strong and healthy. It was 
pretty to watch their drawing-books, and others, 
marked ‘ Sr ’ and ‘ Jr ’ respectively. I saw them 
playing on big vinas, seated on the floor. I also 
heard them, in the schoolroom, playing the piano 
with a good touch. 
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appears as a smart naval officer, his breast so be¬ 
dizened with decorations that one wonders where 
they can all have come from. 

Readers may remember his complaint, at the 
end of the fascinating Malabar portion, that he 
had been passed through the country (I quote from 
memory) as if in a sort of magic barque, with the 
utmost courtesy, but as rapidly as possible, and 
having been allowed to see as little as possible of 
the inner meaning of things. I used to inquire in 
advance if that would be my experience. No, I was 
cordially told, times had changed even in these 
few years. But I heard in Trivandrum that Loti’s 
complaint was possibly justified. And if anything 
prevented his seeing things, it would have been not 
native secretiveness, but the ineradicable English 
official jealousy of a foreigner in a Native State. 
Even so far from the Frontier as here—even in this 
Last Comer ! 

So the two or three letters from Malabar, neces¬ 
sary to complete the subject, are written from the 
nearest halting-place outside, while still everything 
is fresh in my mind. The order was but for ten 
letters. But to keep within the four comers of 
such editorial estimates is notoriously hard. Thus, 
Professor Macdonell was ordered to get his abstract 
of Sanskrit Literature, in the forthcoming Historical 
volume of the Imperial Indian Gazetteer, into forty 










He distrusted, perhaps with good 

Sion. He would have liked to see 
fted upon the Indian joint-family 
perpetuate his title of Raja. He 
in rupees (£66,666), after having 
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lived upon a scale which few Indians, not sove¬ 
reigns, have attempted. 

Abundant and unique materials exist, chiefly in 
the hands of Mr. Ananda Kao, of Bangalore, for a 
Life and Letters of Sir Madhava Rao such as has 
been written of few Indians. It would be a book of 
international importance, helping to reveal Indians 
to Europe at large. But it should not be delayed 
until the world has ceased to be interested even 
in this mighty administrator of three States (Tra- 
vancore, Indore, Baroda), whom his namesake of 
Mysore, for example, believes to have been the 
greatest Indian of the century. 

Cape Comorin I had to give up. This is the 
only one of the great Capes of the world which 
orthodox Hindus can visit. There, on the evening 
of the full moon, you may watch the sun sinking 
in the sea on the one hand, while the moon rises 
from the sea on the other. I was within 50 miles 
of the Cape, or less than one degree. But, so near 
to the equator, they were insuperable miles to me. 
There was talk of sending me in one of the few 

thing generally is, with the chauffeur. Time was 
lacking ; nor could I otherwise face the bullock-cart 
method. So Comorin, the Cape of the Virgin, at 
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ability seems to lack direction, practicality, contaot 
with the earth. It is an intellect in the void, so 
to speak. To a tantalising degree, most of the 
prominent people I met were not Malayalis at all. 
The real people of Travanoore, the Hairs, have not 
produced a Dhvan for some thirty years, since the 
father of the friend whom I brought down from 
Quilon. The reapers of the harvest are most gener¬ 
ally Brahmans, and even these not usually those 
of the country, of whom so much is heard. The 

or else, like the new Diwan, Tamil Brahmans. 
There is one very prominent Telugu Brahman. 



CHAPTER 


ACROSS TRAVANCORE 


. It is a nice c< 


which tc 


back—on one’s back, under the punkah, doing 
nothing, hardly thinking, but recovering from the 
last thought of exertion. Eor work the climate is 
not fitted. A public servant has stated that you 
may, with resolution, work four hours a day, but 
no more. That is not so bad as the case of a former 
Bishop of Bombay, who used to claim that he 
could not work more than two hours a day in the 
climate of Bombay city. The next step is to divide 
the working hour up into fifteen-minute intervals. 
A country for the Labour Leader’s famous prin¬ 
ciple : Never to work between meals ! 

Europeans are apt to think that they cannot 
survive at all in the Tropics without eating and 
sleeping very largely. But even in Trivandrum 
may be found successful advocates of the simple 
life. I have been surprised at the number of big 
Europeans, six-footers more or less, whom I have 









landscape, a little group, or a child in a doorway. 
Just such visions do not abound in the Maratha 
country. Yet for a permanence I would prefer that. 

The life of India has little, pitifully little, of the 
glorious open sea. It therefore counts for much, 
at Trivandrum, that there is something of a beach, 
upon the full ocean, which you may reach by a 
toilsome drive of three or four miles. On several 
evenings it was a real refreshment to wend thither, 
and to play for a little with the in-rolling breakers. 
But this beach, somehow, always made me think of 
Loti, rather than of the people of the country. 

A very distinguished citizen of Travancore is 
the Senior and retiring Diwan Peshkar, Nagam 
Aiya, who has five times served as Acting Diwan. 
Mr. Nagam Aiya, still but fifty-seven and a fine 
figure of a man, is the oldest graduate of the Tri¬ 
vandrum College. I was introduced to him by his 
close friend, Mr. An anda Rao, first Councillor of 
Mysore, who shares with him his literary tastes. 
(Both of these lettered administrators retired during 






so different from English snobbery. A man ii 
highest position will not disown a kinsman ir 



Kerala Varma. 

I have long been accustomed to say that ortho¬ 
doxy is everywhere unintelligent. Yet there seems 
to be a momentary exception when one meets 
Nagam Aiya and one or two others. Orthodoxy 
rages and holds high revel in Malabar. It is wilful. 
It is also expensive, as I remarked when hearing a 
great man denounced for eating on a railway train 
(which is forbidden for Hindus), and learned that 
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it would take the speaker 500 rupees to journey 
to Madras, since he would have to be accompanied 
by half a dozen Brahman servants, besides stop¬ 
ping over several times. How can men of intellect, 
men who get out and read the best English books, 
stop to consider such paltriness ? 4 If fifty families 
of our standing—but there are not five such families 
—would join us in making a stand, something 
might be done.’ So it is local opinion which rules. 
‘ I would be pointed at, or worse, as I walked 
through the streets of my Brahman village! ’ 

I noted in Mysore that South India, so far ad¬ 
vanced intellectually and politically, without, for 
one thing, the shadow of any sedition, was strangely 
backward socially. This is still more notable in 
the maritime States. There seems not to be a 
Bralimo anywhere south of Trichur. The Raja of 
Cochin is said to be an enemy of ‘ Europe-returned ’ 
men. The Maharaja of Travancore, without going 
so far, watches the orthodoxy of his servants. A 
very bright boy of nineteen, who has a moral right 
to have a try for the Civil, cannot go to England 
because of a miserable superstition. He is one of 
many. What does it matter that the ancient 
Hindus voyaged bravely over the neighbouring 
seas ? Local Southern opinion now forbids it! 

How madly Hindu orthodoxy varies between 
North and South—yet in each quarter so cocksure 
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only to the desired Life and Letters of Vishaham’s 
teacher and dear friend, Sir Madhava Rao. 

From Trivandrum I was seen off, one evening, 
by Mr. Vieyra, the kindly Chief Secretary. My 
returning course now lay due north to Cochin, 
three nights’ journey by cabin-boat, along the track 
by which I had entered Travancore. I need not 
repeat details. Under another moon, I had much 
the same lagoon experiences as three weeks before. 
This method of progression, by cabin-boat, is 
probably doomed, save for the stretch of 40 miles 
between Trivandrum and Quilon, which is along 
narrow canals, where steamboats cannot run. 
‘Forty miles from the railway, and forty years 
behind the times,’ Trivandrum has been called. 
The only way is to link it up to some convenient 
station of the Quilon-Tinnevelly Railway. The 

of a Kashmir doonga. They would be utterly im¬ 
possible to live in. 

I smile to think of the dream of renewing Kashmir 
experiences on these picturesque unknowable waters. 
The steamboats have been called more comfortable 
than the cabin-boats. I have my doubts, having 
seen a steamboat dragging along in the afternoon 
glare, hours late through having grounded on 
shoals. I would not for much have been without 
my six nights’ experience of ‘ the oars of Ithaca.’ 
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Europeans living there beeause they like the place, 
and wish to die there. 

One of the days was very fully oecupied in 
journeying across Travaneore to meet the Diwan 
at Shenkota on the frontier, where he had been 

holidays in Madras, and in returning with him to 
Quilon. This was the journey which did not quite 
come off when I was in Quilon before. It rather 
suggests the Grecian days : ‘ When men might 

cross a kingdom in a day.’ Travaneore, as large as 
Wales, about one-third the size of all Greece, could 
never have been crossed twice in a day without 
the help of steam. The breadth of the State where 
the railway crosses it, in not quite its widest part, 
is about 60 miles. This distance is done in some¬ 
what over four hours. The journey is through the 
same far-stretching Western Ghats, here in their 
lowest extension, wooded, green, and pleasant, but 
no longer first-rate, either for size or looks. 

The trains do not run by night, though it is 
hard to see why they should not, since the line 
nowhere rises over 2000 feet. A train leaves Quilon 
at 6 a.m. If you take this, it is better to sleep 
aboard in the station. The first-class carriages are 
comfortable. Shenkota is 600 or 700 feet above 
the sea, and you feel the elevation instantly. Here 
you can possess your soul, here you can read with- 










CHAPTER XIII 


THE DIWAN OF TRAVANCORE 
CONCLUSION 

F l is truly a remarkable group of Diwans which 
the three Southern States now possess. In 
each State, and elsewhere, I had heard claims that 
a particular Diwan was the very ablest of all. In 
Cochin, where Mr. Rajagopalaehanar ruled for a 
quinquennium, until four or five years ago, I found 
his most convinced admirers. That is much, for 

Diwan. These three strong men, between whom I 
am not going to institute comparisons, vary by an 
Indian generation in age. Mr. Madhava Rao is 
fifty-seven, Mr. Rajagopalachariar is forty-five, Mr. 
Banerji is thirty-six. Perhaps the middle one has 
made the best speed for his years. He has known, 
and will know, how to be strong within bounds. 

of his youth, at the Madras Bar, Mr. Rajagopala¬ 
chariar made a lot of money. He is still apt to 
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half a dozen hours of close conversation with Mr. 
Rajagopalaohariar ? The southernmost Diwan 
knows Malabar as hardly any one, not born on 
the coast, can know it. His experience dates from 
eighteen or more years ago, when he was an Assistant 
Collector in British Malabar. It will be seen that 
he has governed steadily southwards. Travancore 
is m some respects the most difficult portion of 
Malabar to rule. The Diwan will not attempt it 
without the guidance and support of the experi¬ 
enced Maharaja, for whom he has a genuine admira¬ 
tion. I have expressed elsewhere his appreciation 
of some of the sterling qualities, the steadiness and 


who had less nonsense or fewer affectations. He 
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would probably not shrink from the designation of 
‘ a plain man.’ He is all there, stripped for work, 
with immense driving power when once a channel 
•is assured. His ideals, though he may not care for 
the adjective, seem Anglo-Saxon. On the railway 
journey down to Quilon there were deputations 
drawn up on several platforms, and specially at 
the terminus. I repeatedly saw the Liwan the 
centre of a group of which he was the poorest- 
dressed member. 

On another day I rowed across from the Quilon 
Residency to an inferior building on the other side 
of Loch Katrine, the so-called Travalli Palace, 
where the Diwan was lodging. It was a comfort¬ 
less palace, a palace of work. I told him that he 
gave his guests better accommodation than he 
gave himself. In Trivandrum he is said to occupy 
but a corner of his fine official palace, the Bhakti 
Vilasam. He is a widower, with five children, none 
of whom are with him in Travancore. 

On that last day I found Mr. Rajagopalachariar, 
in oonneotion with some recent official discovery, 
frankly denouncing ‘ the cursed tendency in Native 
States to go to sleep standing up.’ That is what 
he will have to struggle with, the standing inertia 
of the East. It may prove too strong for him. 

in Travancore than anywhere else. It is little to 
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say that there is nothing tonic about Travancore. 
The climate alone would make the land a-tonie. 

The Diwan has an unusual grasp of European 
history. His experience, already long, though he 
still seems a young man, has taught him a vital 
difference between Europeans and Indians. The 
educated native is undoubtedly the cleverer, the 
more intellectual, quicker ‘ in the uptake. 1 But it 
is all no good. It is so much ability in the air. 
The typical native lacks executive ability, con¬ 
stancy. The average Englishman has a rather 
thick head to drive an idea into. But once he grasps 
an order, he is admirably steady and faithful in 
carrying it out. He is an executive servant for his 
superiors to delight in. In the ideal distribution of 
posts m India, Mr. Rajagopalachariar feels that 
natives ought to occupy all posts up to 150 (£10) 
or 200, even 250, rupees a month—all merely sub- 

hardly live on such pay without corruption. In 
the middle grade, up to 750 (£60) or 1000 rupees, 
two-thirds of all posts should be filled by natives, 
and only one-third by Europeans. But in the 
highest grade, the directing grade, two-thirds of all 
posts should be filled by Europeans, and only one- 
third by natives. That is, the real direction of 
affairs must remain European. 
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There is one exceptional department, the educa¬ 
tional. This ought to remain under English control, 
regardless of the above proportions. The iJivvan 
dates the beginning of disaffection from the time, 
about a generation ago, when we let the High Schools 
of the country pass out of our hands. There used 
to be a grade of Englishmen, content to draw only 
from 300 (£20) to 500 rupees a month as Head¬ 
masters of High Schools. They lived in isolation 
from most other Europeans, and m the happiest 
touch with native life. Their influence, and often 
that of their wives, upon the rising generation, was 
incalculable. The Diwan has the most grateful 
recollection of such a pair in Ins own early life. 
Since the English have been accepted as the rulers 
of India, they must, above all things, retain the 
direction of thought and education. 

From Quilon I returned in the cabin-boat, a 
night’s journey of 40 miles, to the lonely wayside 
bungalow at Karumadi, almost surrounded by 
water. Here, as before, an official was waiting to 
receive me, and a good table was set before me in 
the wilderness throughout a long day. By the 
Diwan’s orders I. was taken, in the twilight, to see 
some houses of quite poor Nairs. Their standard 
of comfort and neatness is, as already noted, not 
that of Cochin, yet above that of most parts of 
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My kind conductors had both times arranged 
that X should pass in the night by Alleppey, where 
the cholera was bad. This is a town of commercial 
importance, not wholly incommensurate with that 
of its namesake on the Syrian coast. Travancore 
broadens steadily as yon proceed northward. Of all 
this inland territory I had seen nothing save for the 
run across by railway. From Alleppey one proceeds 
naturally eastward to Kottayam, a great centre of 
the Syrian Christians, and also of missionary work. 

It was a real loss to miss the life on the eastern 
mountains, where it is sometimes cool. There, 
if anywhere, may he found a European living in 
Travancore from pure choice, ‘for climate and 
the affections. 5 There, also, are said to be the 
only feverish parts of the country. I had heard 
much, in conversation, of Peermade, and of the 
great waterworks at Periar. The importance of all 
this in the life of the State should not be lost 
sight of. 

The last night’s journey was a long one, about 
50 miles, from Karumadi to Ernakulam. There 
were to be four relays ; and I realised how im¬ 
possible it was to know anything of the sixty-four 
human beings who were engaged in transporting me 
through the night. They sang, wildly, though not 
disturbingly. They dislike this boatwork, as in 




features. The fact, which cannot hold for the 
whole of Travancore, must be an ethnological 



I had thus an unexpected delay with friends 
old and new in Ernakulam. But first I wired to 
H.H. the Maharaja of Travancore my grateful 
thanks ‘for twenty days of regal hospitality.’ 

The climate of Ernakulam presents a very 
sensible amelioration as compared with that of 


every few miles make a difference. Mosquito nets 


are not indispensable. In comparison with Tri¬ 


vandrum, one no longer feels like a worm here. I 
am encouraged to hope that another 130 miles up 
the Malabar coast may give' a human climate to 


five in. The Europeans of Ernakulam and Cochin 
are to be commended for the high moral standard 
which they maintain, despite many temptations to 
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lagoon navigation, can now believe that it may be 
no more uncomfortable than the cabin-boat. 

A large bungalow, above the broad stream. On 
the other side, a bathing house, whence noble 
bathing is to be had. A little up river, the shy 
Nair women may be seen disporting themselves in 
the water. My friend, a keen forester and botanist, 
able to name every shrub that grows. A typical 
athletic Englishman in physique and in tastes, de¬ 
lighting in long woodland excursions, regardless of 
the sun, which make one as hard as nails. Also a 
literary man, who ought some day to produce a 
book on the life of c The Forest Officer,’ written 
with a good deal more intimate knowledge than 
Mrs. Penny’s amiable effort of that name. 

This is the elephant country. An elephant, pitted 
a day or two before, was the objective of an ex¬ 
pedition which filled most of our one whole day 
together. I had not imagined that it was possible, 
10 degrees from the equator, to affront the sun with 
such impunity, and possibly even benefit. But, as 
I remember Sir William Hunter saying at Oxford: 
‘ The Indian sun is a bad fellow ; you mustn’t take 
liberties with him ! ’ 

miles up river, several miles through jungle, then 
half a mile of sink, dive, wade, or swim, up the half- 
dried bed of a stream. My friend marched right 
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ahead through whatever element offered, while I, 
and a ranger who was not strong, were carried when 
necessary. The elephant in the pit, at the end, was 
an interesting sight, though it was young, and with¬ 
out any vicious look in the small eyes. Elephants 
past the age of forty are released when caught, as 
being no longer capable of training. Our return 
was down a mile or two of half-dried channel. My 
friend rode stately on the bare neck of an elephant, 
where my own efforts to sit had been picturesque 


So good-bye to ‘ our wild and sweet South-West.’ 
Wild the people of Malabar certainly are, in tlie 
sense of the French ‘ farouche ’—wildly shy. Of all 
peoples not mere sour fanatics, like some Northern 
Moslems, these must be the hardest to get acquainted 
with. They flow away from you, as I have elsewhere 
said, like quicksilver. Even when in seemingly 
frank contact with you, I am warned that they do 
not communicate their real selves. Here, again, 
the elusiveness is due to the abominable caste 
feeling. Stri-Malabar, forsooth! In few Hindu 
lands can it be more difficult even to speak to a 
woman. But the shyness is also local. To a 
singular degree, a European settled in Malabar 
comes to be accepted by the people. The moral 
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CHAPTER XIV 


THE ADMINISTRATION OF MYSORE 


X HAVE been asked to give my impressions of 
the Administrations of Mysore, Cochin, and 
Travancore. Eor long I did not know how I could 
adequately respond to such a request. Obviously 
ot speak about these States with the same 
of knowledge as about Kashmir. With 
to the great realm of Mysore, which is the 
State in India (the area of Scotland, with 
han the nominal population), but through 
I was merely passing, I especially felt my 
inadequacy to say anything with authority. It 

complex and varied world of India) of Keats’s 
‘ Standing aloof in giant ignorance.’ 

A week ago my ignorance about Mysore was 

I could not even have told what was the prevailing 
language of the country. Anything I may now tell 
will therefore be exposed to the reproach of being 
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new knowledge. However, some special agencies 
have been at work to provide that I should see 
things correctly, and in the right focus. I blush 
to think that similar facilities were lately being 
provided for Mr. Keir Hardie. 

But for a week past I have done nothing if not 
watch the Administration of Mysore from pretty 
near the centre. The chief fountain of my know¬ 
ledge, as of the courtesies extended to me, has been 
the well-known Diwan, whom, by way of compli¬ 
ment, there is no need to name. It would he an 
impertinence to call such a man ‘ enlightened ’; but 
I am not here writing a character sketch of him. In 
addition to the Diwan, I have conversed closely, for 
hours each, with some half-score officers of the 
State. I have been whirled over the countryside in 
motors, and have been personally conducted through 
villages. Let me at least tell a part of what I have 
seen and heard for the benefit of those who may 
know even less. 

I shall quote freely from things that have been 
said to me. Unless indicated as such, these opinions 
must not be taken as being personally those of the 
Diwan. 

Where shall I begin ? The following are some of 
the predominant impressions left: Effioienoy and 
simplicity of administration ; up-to-date enlighten¬ 
ment in all public matters, as contrasted with some 
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Another democratic feature in Mysore is the fact 
that socially it is almost a dead level. There are few 
distinctions of rank save those due to officialdom— 
which, of course, is a state of things always liable to 
degenerate into a bureaucracy. The single great 
hereditary noble in the land is the late Diwan (Sir 
Krishna Murti). He, by the way, is remembered, 
by Europeans and others, for the quality of a 
nobleman, personal geniality. Nowhere is so much 
money spent as in Mysore upon local purposes— 
which is about the Radical ideal at Home. In 
few Indian lands is there so much money to spend, 
owing to the Kolar Gold Field, and to other causes. 
The ideal seems to be genuinely the greatest happi¬ 
ness of the greatest number. 

Mysore is evidently, when one stops to think of 
it, the Canarese kingdom, the Canarese nation, 
flung between the Marathas and the Tamils. It was 
long a sort of buffer State ; and a buffer State is 
seldom one of strong personality. But the Canarese 
people are now having their revenge over their 
neighbours. I have nowhere seen such a level of 
popular prosperity and cleanliness m India or in 
Kashmir. I could write an article on the two towns, 
a large village and a Taluka centre, through which 

Such spotless cleanliness of streets, courtyards, and 
houses ; such decent, human habitations, in which 
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Indians ; and, I am told, better than Englishmen 
could do it now. Indians cam watch their sub¬ 
ordinates better; they are simpler, cheaper, more 
in touch with the people. The conclusion, which 
the Diwan endorses, is that Englishmen are best 
fitted to initiate, but Indians to carry on, such 
work. 

‘ There is no intrigue in Mysore,’ the Diwan once 
said proudly. Others have told me there is some 
intrigue here, but less than in any other Native 
State. A keen officer told me that, after a little, 
Mysore might even equal the standard of Baroda, 
where there is sueh an admirable and leonine ruler, 
more able than any of his own Ministers. The present 
Diwan thinks that the standard is already higher 
here, since it does not depend upon any one man. 
He believes the prosperity and efficiency in Mysore 
to be greater than in any other territory, British or 
Native. And he dates this special rush of progress 
from the Rendition, in 1881. That is humiliating for 
us, who like to pat ourselves on the back for that 
act. But to think that the Mysore people began to 
be truly happy from the day we let them go I There 
are depths of Home Rule sentiment in the Diwan, 
and in my other friends here, which I have not dared 
or cared to explore. I do not know what con¬ 
clusions to draw. Mysore is the right kind of Swa¬ 
deshi. It is also Swaraj (Self-Rule). 




CHAPTER XV 



I HAVE long noted the wholly disproportionate 
amount of attention which Kashmir has always 
attracted throughout the centuries. The modern 
Kashmir State is, to be sure, one of the most con¬ 
siderable in India ; but it is the Valley, of less than 
2000 square miles, which is so famous. In a more 
local way the tiny State of Cochin has attracted an 
attention almost as disproportionate. It is about 
one-thousandth part of the area of what used to be 
the Indian Empire, before Burma and Baluchistan 
were added on either side. By population, of course, 
Cochin is more nearly one three-hundredth part. 
Its area, again, is roughly one-hundredth part that 
of the Madras Presidency. It is necessary to re¬ 
member every fraction of it—1361J square miles. 
It is one-quarter the size of many a British District. 

When the Raja is stated to know every detail of 
its administration one is tempted to answer flip¬ 
pantly that such knowledge need not be extensive. 
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1 the giant race before the Flood.’ Cochin, when not 
grossly mismanaged, naturally hums with prosperity. 
Much of the great interest which it excites is in¬ 
evitable and permanent. 

All this, however, has been intensified, since the 
beginning of the year now ending, by the appoint¬ 
ment of Mr. Albion it. Banerji as Diwan. Both as 
a member of the Indian Civil Service, and person¬ 
ally, he offers some guarantees never before equalled 
by an Indian Diwan. His work is constantly being 
discussed in the Press of Southern India. But few 
can realise the bulk which these discussions have 
already reached. Cuttings from some ten Indian and 
Anglo-Indian newspapers, on the subject of Cochin, 
within this year, fill two large scrap-books. They 
would, together, make a good-sized volume, and 
one of considerable interest. They chiefly concern 
the reforms restlessly initiated or suggested. About 
the details of these, even the fools who write letters 
to the Editor know more than I can possibly hope 
to, though I have been granted every facility and 
aid, though I have met more Heads of Departments 
than I can count. 

Mr. Banerji is constantly compared to the expert 
engineer, employed to set machinery right by tight¬ 
ening it up here, throwing out a rejected screw there. 
Naturally, the rejected screws hate him ! But it is 
interesting to have him testify to the reasonableness 
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of the Native Press in its comments and demands, 
as representing a public really worthy of respect. 
His principle seems to be efficiency, although on a 
somewhat small scale. ‘ In small measures, men 
may perfect be.’ After all, the income of Cochin, 
Rs. 35 lakhs (£233,310), is more than one-third 
that of great Kashmir. Mr. Banerji evidently has 
no patience with the dangerous tendency often 
expressed in the east by Festina lente. There are 
in Cochin but five Tehsildars (lately seven), as 
compared with 31 in Travancore, and 68 in Mysore. 
There is but one Diwan Peshkar (lately two), as 
compared with four in Travancore. Things are 
done more economically here. Of officers drawing 
Rs. 500 or more per month, of whom there are 300 
in Mysore, Cochin has barely a dozen. 

After a week here employed in nothing but learn¬ 
ing, I feel myself more utterly ignorant, more in¬ 
competent to give an opinion, than after a similar 
or longer period in Mysore. The people seem at least 
equally prosperous with those in Mysore. They are 
much more strange, also much more dainty. There 
is something delicate and graceful in the very sight 
of the little girls walking about with their reed um¬ 
brellas. Here is a civilisation which, though we can¬ 
not understand it, evidently deserves respect. For 
such a people, already thriving and intelligent, Mr. 
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his position compare with that of a Collector ? 
There is greatly more circumstance, responsibility, 
power of initiative, opportunity, and inspiration. 
He is fortunate above all in his youth. He may be 


CHAPTER XVI 

THE ADMINISTRATION OP TRAVANCORE 

A COUNTRY about as large as Wales, and at 
least as variegated. The very shape is not 
unlike that of the Principality. There is a similar 
combination of mountains and of sea. The popula¬ 
tion of Travancore is not only greater than that of 
Wales, at present, but vastly greater than that of 
historic Wales, which probably never exceeded a 
hundred thousand. 

In Trivandrum intellect is said to be a drug on 
the market, and to go begging. A narrow, an un¬ 
practical, a merely literary talent it has been called; 
yet it is much. A complicated country, with a 
long and thrilling history, of which practically no 
Englishman knows anything. How a cultured 
Travancorean’s face will light np at the mention 
of the ancient Kingdom of Shera, which is the 
Tamil for Kerala ! 

archal, which is singularly elusive and hard to 
understand, which exists nowhere else among a 
civilised people. That the Malabar people are 
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civilised there is no manner of room f< 
This is what makes them unique—the gi 
Brahmanical institutions upon a matriarch 
of society. It also seems to make them ] 


stranger like quicksilver. 

A country of 3,000,000 people, of a prosperity 
which is indicated by its revenue of Rs. 100’ lakhs 
(£066,666). A country never conquered, it is to be 
noted, by the British. It is a point of pride for 
Travanoore that to this day any disputed question 
must be settled by a reference to Treaty stipulations. 
It is only owing to quite peculiar local circumstances 
that a State of this size and importance depends 
upon Madras, and not upon the Government of 
India. There is no other instance of a Presidency 
controlling a State of this class. The circumstanoes 
which brought this about were largely geographical. 
‘ This last comer ’—as I have heard Travancore 
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Madras Government. In the Madras Presidency 
(sometimes called, in India, the Benighted Presi¬ 
dency), which almost ought to be called the en¬ 
lightened, there seems to be a happy touch between 
the people and the administrators. I can only judge 
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speak of the work of these officers with satisfaction.’ 
What can I add ? 

It is notorious that alike in Mysore, Cochin, and 
Travancore, specially able Diwans have lately been 
called in after a period of muddlement. In Trivan¬ 
drum, the Chief Secretary, Mr. A. J. Vieyra, keeps 
things running smoothly during any temporary 
absence of the Diwan. At the Public Offices I was 
pleased to see a son-in-law of the late very able 
Maharaja, with the right to be called Raja himself, 
working away at Rs. 400 a month as Under-Secretary 
for Education. ' This is unlike the state of things in 
Cochin, where the very numerous Princes (40 of 
them !) are being trained to earn their living abroad. 

Of each of the three southern Diwans I have 
heard it claimed that he is the very ablest of the 
three. I can at least understand this claim for Mr. 
Rajagopalachariar after having talked closely with 
him. No Diwan, surely, can have less nonsense 
about him, less affectation, less waste of force. He 
suggests an athlete concentrated for work ; and yet 
he will go carefully, avoiding upsetting things. He 
has obviously hardly begun his work as yet. The 
official literary man of the State, and a olever one, 
is Mr. Nagam Aiya, author of the ‘ State Manual.’ 
He has . served as Acting Diwan not less than five 
times ; and had claims to the substantive appoint¬ 
ment, had it not been considered necessary to bring 



136 LETTERS FROM MALABAR 
in once more, as so often before, a man from outside 
the State. The present Diwan has known the 
Malabar Coast, off and on, for eighteen years, both 
in British Malabar and as Diwan of Cochin. 

I also hear Mr. Madhava Rao everywhere spoken 
of as a noble gentleman, large-hearted and large- 
minded, whose two years here were a little Golden 
Age for Travaneore. I get glimpses of parties that 
pull pretty violently—Nairs against Brahmans, 
and native Travancoreans against so-called 
foreigners. The Maratha Brahmans from Tan] ore, 
known as Raos, have an amazing predominance in 
polities, with some natural gift for administration; 
and next to them come the Tamil Brahmans. The 
elusive quality of the Malabar people proper seems 
to hold, even in politics. They slip away from the 
best posts, though much against their will! 

Of officers drawing Rs. 600 or more per month there 
are in Mysore 300, and in Cochin hardly a dozen. In 
Travaneore there are 30. A Native State is dread¬ 
fully apt to change its whole policy with each Diwan 
that comes. This tendency to oscillation is natur¬ 
ally most marked in the smallest States, which 
are most easily set in motion. Mr. Rajagopala- 
chariar sees a safeguard against this tendency in 
Travaneore in the equable character of the Ma¬ 
haraja’s mind. His Highness is said to have a 
genius for continuity of policy. If once convinced 
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